in this a relatively respectable explanation of Yvette's elegant
frocks and the costly and rather showy fitments of her
sitting room* In his eyes the black market was a pheno-
menon governed by the law of supply and demand. It was
something like a heroic survival of liberal economy, checking
the tyranny of Fascism, and its illegality could hardly be
objected to at a time when all regulations were more or less
earmarked by the occupying authority.

c You are very young to be handling such large sums/ he
could not help observing.

Antoine could find no answer, he felt as shamefaced as a
child caught by a grown-up person smoking a cigarette.
Yvette took three hundred-franc notes from his hand and
said, as she gave them to the Inspector :

e Here you are. But I say, Antoine, couldn't you find a job
for this poor man, he is terribly in need of one. You might
let him have some coffee or cigarettes to dispose of, eh ? 9

She put her arms round Antoine's neck and kissed him on
the mouth with ostentatious ardour.

e You will try and give him a job, won't you, darling ? '

6 Madame/ retorted the old gentleman, e I thank you for
your kindness, but I don't feel qualified for that kind of thing,
and I fear your son would not find me the sort of person he
wants.*

He bowed and made his way to the door, which Yvette
slammed behind him. Antoine, overcome by this passage-
of-arms, sat down on the sofa. The old gentleman's astonish-
ment at the thousand-franc notes had seemed to him
perfectly legitimate. He himself always felt upset when he
thought of his huge gains. It was not that he had any scruple
about playing the black market, but he had learned in the
family circle to think of large sums of money as representing
mortal sin, and the tens of, thousands of francs made without
effort and spent by Yvette with such childish caprice, seemed
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